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THE ALDINE. 



The Aldine: 

THE ART JOURNAL OF A ME RICA . 
Conducted by James Sutton. 



NEW YORK, FEBRUARY, 1876. 



THE ROSE-LILIES OF PLYMOUTH. 

Here in this pond the rose-lilies grow ; 

How came all their petals with carmine to glow, 

When those of their sisters are white as the snow ? 

On yonder low knoll, a heap of gray stone — 
With bayberry, brier, and blackberry grown. 
And circled by pine-trees that shiver and moan — 

Of a Puritan home is now the sole trace. 
Two centuries gone, a maiden's fair face 
IJke a sunbeam illumined this lonely, wild place. 

A lover she had, tradition doth say ; 

A sailor was he, and one bright June day 

His ship weighed her anchor and sailed from the bay. 

Ere parting, an English moss-rose-bush he gave 
As pledge of his faith, true hearted and brave, — 
It grew on the bank where the willows now wave. 

' My love, when the roses are blooming once more, 
Watch for my coming ^ain to your door," 
He said when he left her alone on the shore. 

And so the next June she waited the bloom 

Froni dawning to darkness, through sunshine and gloom. 

And saw not the shadow that boded ill doom. 

One evening the rose-bush fiill-blossomed did show. 
Reflected in water that rippled below. 
Where floated the lilies as white as the snow. 

That night a fierce tempest the ocean swept o'er ; 
The waves from the reefs sent up their hoarse roar ; 
A homeward-bound ship was wrecked on the shore. 

At morning lay faded the roses so red ; 

A lily uplifted its lustrous pale head ; 

A maiden was weeping ; her lover was dead. 

' His life, like the rose's, went out in the night ; 
His soul, like the lily, lives spotless and white ; 
My heart and my soul are desolate quite." 

So murmured the maiden, and sought she the breast 
Of the water, as seeketh a weary child rest, 
And sank, as the moon sinks into the west. 

They found her beneath the dark water at night. 
And saw, as they lifted her, dripping and white. 
That her left hand a rose clasped, a lily her right.- 

They say that since then the lilies bloomed red : 
Their pure flowers immortal love's blossoms did wed. 
When met, in the spirit, the two lovers dead. 

— Sylvester Baxter. 



ORIGINAL LETTERS OF THE MEN OF 
THE REVOLUTION. 



It is sometimes exceedingly pleasant to escape from 
the unromantic Present, and take refuge ii) the half- 
forgotten Past. One goes back to the "brave days 
of old," and finds relief from the trials and tribula- 
tions of every-day life — lives for the time in a new 
world of thought, among men whp stirred the pulses 
of their generation, performed their duties feithfiilly, 
or perverted their powers to evil and ambitious ends — 
and who illustrate, in either case, the melancholy 
saying of Burke : "What shadows we are and what 
shadows we pursue ! " 

One day, a friend, Hon. J. M. Kennedy, of New 
Orleans, proud of his accumulated treasures, invited 
me to inspect his cabinet of curiosities. Within this 
sanctuary of the days gone by, I found a number of 
autographic letters and public documents, from per- 
sonages now known to history. Some of them re- 
quired delicate handling ; others seemed to defy time, 
and yet close inspection showed that the defiance was 
perceptibly weakening. 

See this stout, parchmerit-like proclamation 1 It is 
a peremptory war-order of General Bonaparte, then 
the thin and wiry commander of the Army of Italy. 
The signature, were it not well known, would puzzle 
the keenest antiquarian. The young general must 



have been in a hurry, or an ill-humor which made 
him nervous, when his pen framed this hieroglyphical 
company of letters which make his signature. 

Here, too, is a letter fi-om the celebrated General 
Dessaix ; one from Washington, introducing General 
Lawson to his friends in the Southern States ; others 
from Generals Muhlenberg and Wilkinson ; and a 
characteristic autograph of the Hero of Chalmette, 
which runs thus : "Our country, right or wrong ! " 

There were others of interest, but the following 
were selected as worth copying, and they are repro- 
duced precisely as written, paragraphs, capitals, punc- 
tuation and all. 

General Lafayette. 

Marquis de Lafeyette revisited the United States in 
1824. His reception in New York was a spontaneous 
outburst of popular affection for the hero who' had 
so unselfishly assisted in securing the independence 
of the Republic. Old citizens yet speak of the ova- 
tion with pride. Not long since, a New Yorker, then 
a lad, recounted to the writer, in glowing terms, the 
pleasure which he had in bringing back, at the fireside, 
recollections of the hero, and the grand times which 
threw the city into a high fever of enthusiasm. 

The guest of the Republic was everywhere received 
with civic and military honors. 

Apropos to Lafeyette's visit to President Monroe, 
William Wirt loved to tell an anecdote which he heard 
from the lips of the distinguished guest of the chief 
magistrate, at the dinner-table. Lord Stirling, an 
oflScer in the Continental service, was vain of his 
Scotch title, and insisted that every one should use it 
while in communication with him. One day, a sol- 
dier was sentenced to death for an offense which ex- 
cited his lordship's indignation. On his way to the 
place of execution, the condemned man, thinking of 
a future state, cried out: "Lord have mercy upon 
me ! " "I'll be d— d if I do ! " said Stirling, pufiing 
up his cheeks with rage. He imagined that to him 
the appeal was addressed. Lafayette is said to have 
told this characteristic anecdote inimitably. 

The visit of this illustrious man to New Orleans, 
in 1825, was an event in its history. He was received 
as the guest of the city with appropriate ceremonies, 
and enthusiastically greeted by all classes of citizens. 

An incident, which occurred during Lafeyette's 
stay, will serve to show the condition of the city 
above the "neutral ground" dividing the French 
section from the American. 

The committee of arrangements placed the general 
in a carriage for a drive "up town." The horses 
made successful headway against the mud until Poy- 
dras Street was reached, when the turnout swamped. 
The general was compelled to take a plank until the 
floundering horses were extricated. The situation was 
at once amusing and ridiculous, but no one enjoyed 
it more than he who had been in many a tighter 
place in a winter's campaign. The frogs, at that 
time, had things their own way in the region of a 
present busy and bustling thoroughfare. 

The manuscript of the subjoined letter is remark- 
able for two things : the little attention paid to the 
graces of chirography, and the haste with which it 
was evidently written ; second, the strokes of the pen, 
which are small, cramped and heavy : 

Rawson's tavern, 26 June 1781. 
Dear Sir. 

I Request you will leave the Baggage under a groper guard, 
and move with the militia towards this place — the enemy are at 
Williamsburg, except a party under Simcoe which I Hope gen'l 
waine (Wayne) is going to attak. Yours, 

To gen. lawson. Lafayette. 

General Lafayette died in 1834. It is worth while 
quoting the words of N. P. Willis, then in Paris : 
' ' I was at Lafeyette's fiineral. They buried the old 
patriot like a criminal. Fixed bayonets before and 
behind his hearse, his own National Guards disarmed, 
and troops enough to beleaguer a city, were the 
honors paid by the ' citizen king ' to the man who had 
made him ! The indignation, the scorn, the bitter- 
ness expressed on every side by the people, and the 
ill-smothered cries of disgust as the two empty royal 
carriages went by in the fiineral train, seemed to me 
strong enough tb- indicate a settled hostility to the 



government. I met Dr. Bowring (of London) on 
the boulevard after the funeral was over. I had not 
seen him for two years, but he could talk of nothing 
but the great event of the day. 'You have come 
in time,' he said, 'to see how they carried the old 
general to the grave 1 What would they say of this 
in America ? Well — let them go on ; we shall see 
what will become of it. They have buried Liberty 
and Lafayette together — our last hope in Europe is 
quite dead with him ! ' " 

The words were prophetic. The revolution — the 
exile of the Orleans-Bourbons — the graves on the 
shores of Albion, all look like retribution. 

Nathaniel Greene. 

Every one is acquainted with the eminent services 
of Major-General Nathaniel Greene, the favorite of 
Washington, who distinguished himself at Trenton, 
Princeton, Eutaw Springs, — in fine, did so much to 
rescue the Southern colonies from the British. 

It is a singular, and, indeed, a melancholy feet, 
that though this brave soldier died in Georgia, where 
he lived for many years after the Revolution, engaged 
in agricultural pursuits, his grave can not now with 
certainty be identified. 

In the letter below, our fair readers will perceive that 
General Greene was attentive to household duties as 
he was to those of the camp. Some of them will 
smile, perhaps, when they contrast the stove of which 
the general speaks with the marvelously improved 
patented cookery inventions of to-day. 

The handwriting of Greene is bold and strong, 
verging upon the dashing style, the signature particu- 
larly. 

Coventry, Sept. 29th, 1778. 

Dear Sir : — Mis Greene will be exceedingly obliged to you 
to get a good stove made for her. She wishes it to be lined with 
Tin. The sooner you can get it- done the greater will be the obli- 
gation. If you have any safe conveyance please forward it. 

I hope you have sent off all the Horses, agreeably to the con- 
versation you and I had the other day. The censorious times 
will require double diligence to save yourself from reproach, 
and there are not a few who would wish to find you tnpping. 
My best regards to your good Lady, your Cousin and his Lady. 
I am with sentiments of regard 
your most Ob't 

humble serv't, 
Col. Epr. Bowen. N. Greene. 

The latter part of the sec'ond paragraph of the above 
letter gives us no agreeable idea of human nature in 
the revolutionary days. Envious eyes and censorious 
tongues could neither be closed nor silenced, even 
when Great Britain had her hand at the throat of the 
struggling colonies. ' ' Not a few " would have been 
glad to find a Continental officer "tripping ! " 

Ah, well ; from the Adamic days down to modem 

times, human nature has been the same unregenerate 

nature ! 

Baron Steuben. 

Frederick William Augustus Steuben, baron, ac- 
quired a thorough knowledge of military discipline 
and tactics under the Teuton thunderbolt, Frederick 
the Great. The gallant Prussian arrived in America 
in 1777, and immediately proffered his services to 
Congress in defense of the colonies against British 
aggression and invasion. Baron Steuben was ap- 
pointed Inspector-General, with the rank of Major- 
General, and devoted himself to reducing the Conti- 
nental militia to that discipline which would enable 
them to compete with the well-drilled armies of 
Britain. 

When the Revolution was over, he made New York 
his home, and died in that city in 1795. 

The following letter, written at the capital of Vir- 
ginia, breathes an earnest zeal in behalf of the cause 
in which he had engaged. It is fiill of quiet earnest- 
ness and determination. 

The chirography is plain, even and painstaking, 

evincing the studied care and phlegma of a German 

student and tactician — a man fit to bring order out 

of chaos. 

Richmond, Jan'y 28th. 1781. 

Sir : Your favor of the 24th. inst. I had not the pleasure of 
receiving till last night. 

I am perfectly satisfied with the answer you sent Arnold. 

It is not my intention to enter into a general exchange of 
Prisoners with him at present, there were three persons who 



